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Patience
by Marquitta Meade
As I stood on the camp lawn, waiting for the bus to arrive with
all the campers, I became panic-stricken. What was I going to do? How
was I going to treat them'? How would they react to me? What if
something went wrong? That's what frightened me the most. What if
something happened? The children that were coming were different
from the kids I'd grown up with. They would not all be able to run
like normal children and some of them would not even look like
normal children. I was aware that each child had a physical handicap
and each handicap was different from the rest. My concern was how
to cope with the individual problems that would inevitably arise.
I didn't have to wait long for the answer. The bus pulled to a
halt and children began streaming out before J realized what was
happening. "You have to let them think that you know what you're
doing, even if you don't. They're looking to you for help and you've
got to be able to give it to them."
Within ten minutes, I was looking to them for help. I had found
a young girl who couldn't talk. Again panic seized me and my mind
went blank. What should I do? Thank God, she was more calm about
the situation than I was. She took my hand to let me know that she
understood. Then she printed letters in the air with her index finger
to spell her name. j-u-d-y-t-a-y-L-o-R-i-M-l-40. Her name was Judy
Taylor and she was fourteen.
Patience. That's what she had that I didn't.
I tried not to allow it, but inside myself, I suppose I felt sorrow
for them. I thought of how awful it would be to never run or skip or
dance. Life would be miserable, I thought. It amazed me to think that
these children didn't consider themselves inferior or superior to other
children. They thought of themselves as only different in appearance
from others around them. One night, by accident, the cabin door had
been left open. Maureen, a cardiac patient in a rear bed, told someone
near the front of the cabin to close the door. Betty refused, saying
"Do it yourself, you're not crippled." This shocked me, but no one else
seemed to respond. Many of them had grown up with the word
crippled.
Acceptance. That's what they had that I didn't.
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And, in a way, I guess I pitied them. I didn't and couldn't see
much of a future for them. Some of them would probably be invalids
for the rest of their lives. I tried to forget about the future and concern
myself only with the present. Then I learned of a boy who had been
at camp years ago. He was now twenty, and able to do nearly everything that a normal person could. But, at the age of ten he couldn't
even walk. One day, years ago, he was playing catch with a counselor.
The boy stood very far away and started to pitch the ball. The
counselor stopped him, saying that he couldn't catch the ball if the
boy threw it from that distance. With sudden angel', the boy asked his
counselor what the last four letters of American spell. Confused, the
counselor answered "i-c-a-n." "You're right. I can. I can. I can." The
boy yelled. He could, and he did overcome his handicap.
Faith. That's what he had that I didn't.
Patience, Acceptance, and Faith are the three gifts which these
children gave me. Someday, I will pass these gifts on to other children,
and I hope that they, in turn, will do the same. Life was made
happier for me by handicapped children, the children whom people
so often pity.

The First Crusade
Joan O'Sullivan
One-act play
CAST
Joe Young-a mild-mannered, but concerned college student of 24the Goodman People-a group of dedicated, hardworking, unorganized
campaigners
the American Electorate-an eternally amazing body of people

